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PUCK’S CHRISTMAS, 











Pur IN WITH THE POETS AT THE ‘TELEPHONE. | 


Hello, hello! Al- 
fred Tennyson! 

Is that you, PUCK ? 

Yes, Al. Same old 
PUCK. 

Well, whojerwant ? 

Let us hear from 
you, Baron, on the 
subject of Christmas. 
Lubricate your poet- 
ical bazoo, and let us 
hear you warble. 

It will cost you just 
one bright gold 
guinea to hear my 
little single-handed 
concert. Do you an- 
nex? 

We do, and we 
don’t care if you 
charge two guineas 
per line. We sometimes wear the toes out of 
our shoes kicking our bonds out of the way to 
keep from falling over them. 

The sunlight makes 
The buckwheat-cakes 
Upon the plate look like gold medals, 
And then to keep 
The plate a-heap 
The cook is lively on her pedals. 
Run, servant, run, smile sweet and don’t be hateful, 
And on the table keep a plateful, plateful, plateful. 
They softly float 
Down many a throat 
On silent winglets of molasses, 
And little Jack, 
His lips doth smack, 
And swift for more his platter passes. 
Run, servant, run, and grease the steaming griddle, 
And pile the nut-brown pads upon the table’s middle. 
* 


* * 
Hello, hello! Glasgow, Scotland! 
What’s up now ? 
I want to see Bret Harte. 
All right, here’s your little Bret. 
you have? 
We want some kind of a Christmas poem out 
of you on X-mas, 
[This is what we got. ] 
There on the shelf you see a big stuffed turkey 
Standing erect upon a branch of dogwood— 
So you would like to hear the story, stranger? 
All right, I ’1l tell you. 
’Twas at Rum Gulch, the day preceding X-mas, 
Down at the gin-mill kept by Baldy Johnson, 
Who had put up that turkey for a raffle 
Just for excitement. 


What’ ll 


The thing went on all right till Snake-Eyed Charley 
Said, when he saw old Johnson throw the sixes: 

*‘ Gents, I’m a plain man, but them dice is loaded, 
Let ’s have a gore-spill.” 








Then he let fly, and some one else responded, 
Just to be sociable and not look haughty, 
And followed then another and another, 
Right in the bar-room. 
Like well-cooked peanuts at a country circus 
‘Those pistols popped and echoed round the cafion, 
And when the last shot on the still air sounded, 
All hands had fallen. 
The only one that felt no deadly bullet 
Was that black turkey on the shelf before you— 
The rafflers on the morrow all were planted 
Down in the cafion. 


That is the story—come up nearer, stranger— 

Here is the table, here the whiskey-bottle; 

Please don’t be modest, take a good big snifter— 
At least seven fingers. 


* 
Eo 

Hello, hello! The Grave-yard at Stepney 
Staircase, England! 

What do you want? 

Sandy Pope! 

Who ? 

Alexander Pope! 

He's dead! 

Well, Puck can wake up a dead man. Let’s 
interview Alex. 

What do you want? 

A Christmas poem. 


[Here is the old regulation thing we re- 


ceived. ] 
Alas, to me another Christmas comes, 
And bright the sun above the landscape looms, 
Sitting before my wine and ruddy beef, 
I feel that I against the cold am safe. 
The snow is lying deep upon the grass; 
I see it drifting around my window-case. 
I hear the wind that’s blowing hard and bleak, 
Which adds a flavor to my well-cooked steak; 
And while no song-bird warbles in the grove, 
My feet in the warm oven I shall shove. 

{s that all? 

That’s all. 

Well, it’s enough. Alexander, you don’t 
rhyme any better than you used to. Even for 
a corpse, your rhymes are bad. Go back to 
your silent grave. You cannot poet for the 
nineteenth century. Good-by. 

And Puck hung up the telephone-receiver. 

* * 


* 

Hello, hello! Adantic Monthly! 

What do you want? 

I want a graceful and popular poet by the 
name of ‘I’. B. Aldrich. 

I’m your poet. 

I know you are, Mr. Aldrich; and I should 
have to rustle around to find a better one. Will 
you let fall a merry strain about Christmas ? 

[There was no response from the poet; but 


the telephone tinkled out the following. Puck | 


does not guarantee its genuineness. } 


TWO COLD DAYS. 
I looked upon the roses, 
The lifeless wan white roses, 
And saw them like a snow-drift, 
All down the garden-way. 
They cheated me with June-time, 
A lying mask of June-time, 
My heart said: This is Winter 
The day she said me Nay. 


I looked upon the roses, 
The white and holy roses, 
That day of heart’s own Summer 
When she took back her Nay— 
For, lo! the laughing snow-drift 
To roses turned before me, 
White roses for her bridal— 
And that was Christmas Day! 














Hello, hello! Camden, New Jersey! 

What’s the matter with you? 

1 want Walt Whitman. 

Here’s your Walt. ’ 

Walt, will you yawp? Will you yawp a 
Christmas yawp ? 

[he following yawp arrived by telephone.] 
Christmas! 

I rise up and heave you a whoop. 

Of that sore throat of thine, from arctics thin and damp; 

Of that large head of thee, from too much observance of 
the rare old festival; 

{Too much observing altogether, observing the flowing 
bowl, observing the wine when it giveth its color in 
the cup; the cocktail when it moveth a-wrong with- 
in the legs also observing; | 

Of that resigned and pensive appetite of thine, now on a 
prolong’d rest, conscious of too much standing up to 
roast-goose, to mince-pies also standing up; 

Of that tired, inert and flaccid pocket-book of thine, in sev- 
eral rounds with the insatiate shop-keepers knock’d 
out; of that bank-account of thine also knock’d out; 

Of that general leftness of thine 1 sitig, with what is, left 
of me I sing. 

My singing is not much at present; but I shall warble 
easier when | get over Christmas. 

Yawp. 

* 
* 

Hello, hello! London, Eng- 
land! Court of St. James’s! 
James Russell Lowell! 

Well, what is it ? 

Puck, and he wants a poem 
on Christmas. 

Can’t you wait till I get 
home? 

No. If President Cleveland 
doesn’t lose the common- 
sense which has hitherto dis- 
tinguished him from the rest 
of the Democratic party, he’ll 
leave you where you are. 

Well, that’s very flattering, 
coming from Puck; but I am 
afraid I can’t warble for you, 
all the same. This London 
fog has got into my‘warble. 

yy But here is a friend of mine, 

2 by the name of Biglow, who 


_ may be able to accommodate you. 


[And the telephone, with a strong New Eng- 
land accent, began to sing. ] 


MR. BIGLOW MAKES AN APPEAL, 


Fur ’s I can see, this Christmas time 
Is scasely democratic— 

Fust-story folks may like the chime; 
But how about the attic? 


Up-garret way the ’s shingles off, 
And drafts is like to foller— 

I tell ye, friends, a holler cough 
Makes Christmas kinder holler. 


You ’Il say that Love’s a sass thet ’s sent 
On poor folk’s feed free spillin’— 
But poor folks ’d be more content 
Ef poverty was fillin’. 
I don’t dispute Religion’s use; 
But Sense can’t help confessin’ 
A blessing may go well with goose, 
But. goose goes well with blessin’. 


Fur them that’s Aungered, ’s well ez sinned, 
Food helps along religion— 

Grace without meat is like the wind 
That fills a puffer-pigeon. 


But, friends, the poor hev gut one wealth— 
Jest one, ez fur ’s I know on— 

Their meagre capital of Health— 
Le’s keep ’em that to go on, 


Health laughs at panes with hats stuffed in; 
Health cheers a skimpy larder; 

A bed of straw is hard an’ thin— 
But hospital beds are harder. 


The poor ye ’ve allus with ye—true; 
But He don’t say it follers 

That when the poor are sickly, too, 
You ’Il have ’em with ye ad/us. 


Remember this when days are cold— 
At least, think of it ome day— 

God’s throne is gilded with the gold 
That clinks on Hospital Sunday. 
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A CHILLY CHRISTMAS Puckerings. 
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As I roam around the kitchen, 
Where the mutton-chop is blooming 
Red and rare. 
And I have a sky-blue ribbon | 
Tied about me, like a necklace, 
And I sleep upon the cushion 
Of a chair. 
While the kettle ’s sweetly singing, 
On the hearth-stone oft I settle, 
Close unto the cheery oven, 
For a nap. 
And I’m such a lovely watcher, 
Such a wondrous little mouser, 
That the pantry ’s not provided 
With a trap. 


| I’m a happy little pussy, 
| 





From the cellar to the garret, 

From the garret to the cellar, 

In a quarter of a minute | 
Do I fly. | 

And I chase the ball of worsted | 

All around the gilded parlor, 

And I scratch the shaggy poodle 
In the eye. 


When I’m yowling in the moonlight, 

On the viney terrace yonder, 

I evade the brick and boot-jack | 
Like a flash. 

I’m so lively on my pedals 

That I do not mind observing 

That no butcher ’Il ever grind me 
Into hash, 


FOR THE OUTCAST ORPHANS, 











— | A TootH anp NaIL AFFaiR—The Buzz-saw 


TRUTH AND DAMAGES. decades of her youth that she was known as | and the Hand of the Victim. 


the amateur perennial champion. And lately, 











What the Counsel for the Plaintiff in the Breack-of. | in spite of a growing tendency to rheumatism Motto FOR A GUILLOTINIST — “Be Sure 
Promise Case Dipn’t Say. and stiffening of tlie joints, she has heroically | You’re Right, then Go a Head.” 
—<entine set herself to learning the arduous game of | a 
Gentlemen of the Jury: My client has now | lawn-tennis, and has played it with youths Lonpon AssuRANCE—Accusing Americans 


reached the mellow but slightly fly-blown age | whose mother she might have been, had her of Blowing Up Old Thames Bridges. 
of thirty-seven years. She comes before you | exertions prevailed upon the last generation. 
now after a life-time of unremitting exertions to I tell you this gentlemen, to show you that, THE RocHEsTER Democrat remarks: ‘“ Who 
secure a husband. Her tireless industry in this | my client has done her best. ‘This is her last | says there is nothing that pays like journalism ?” 
line is generally acknowledged in her own town. | chance, or she would not be here. She made | We believe no one says so who knows anything 
There is not a single man there who cannot | the acquaintance of this old gentleman when | about the business. 

testify to this fact of his own knowledge. If | he. providentially broke his leg on the sidewalk 
there were any double men there, they woul ! in front of her house. We don’t ask him to Bos INGERSOLL asks: “ Which way?” We 
tell you the same thing. ‘There are men in| marry her. He has never shown much inclina- | think that no matter which way the average 
that little village, in that peaceful, happy, Ar- | tion to take that desperate step, and we won’t | man selects, he will wish he had gone the other 
cadian little burg, who get down on their knees | urge him. But my client must get some of his | way before he has gone very far. 

every night of their lives and thank Heaven for | money, or her life her long, hard, industrious —_—— 
their hair-breadth escape from marrying the | life—is a total failure. He has the drachmas.| ONE oF the daily papers intimates that since 
plaintiff. They are grateful to Heaven, although | He can spare a few thousand. The experience | the campaign Ben Butler has become thinner. 
they had to rustle just as hard to effect that | will be worth it, to him. And, as I have before | Well, he was altogether too thin during the 
escape as though they had not been favored | remarked, this is my client’s last and only | campaign. What must he be now? 





with any supernatural assistance. chance. Gentlemen, you have all had mothers, | —— 

Gentlemen, my client has belonged to every | Probably they never figured in breach-of-prom- “Mr. GLADSTONE entered Parliament as a 
church sociable, to every mission, to every | ise suits; but if they had been like my client, | Tory member from Newark fifty-two years ago,” 
dancing-class in her village. She has taught in | they would have. Gentlemen, in the name—_ says an exchange. Grover Cleveland was born 


the Sunday-school, and has educated boys up to | in the glorious name of womanhood—I ask you | in Caldwell. Hurrah for New Jersey! 

love her, only to see them go off and marry | for ten paltry thousand of this old man’s golden | ae ae 

some soulless young thing of half her age. | scads. So you don’t know what Burdette means by 
Gentlemen, I assure you on my personal honor a “macadamized pike,” eh? Just you tackle 








that if she had been a sewing-machine agent, a pike that is about six days caught and eight 
she could not have canvassed that town more TimE AND Christmas-tide wait for no man | days cooked on a railroad lunch-counter, and 
thoroughly, to get his pocket-book lined. you will know. 


My client, gentlemen, has worked every —— 
Summer hotel that her means would permit her SENATOR Lamar suggests that all speculations THE PoLice COMMISSIONERS are going to’ 
to board in. She has labored like a tireless | about President Cleveland’s administration cease | erect a statue to the late Commissioner Nichols, 
|| ‘Trojan in getting up picnics, private thea- | until his Message appears. ‘This is the first in- | And when they get it made, they’ll have to go 
tricals, hay-rides and fishing excursions. She | timation we have had that Senator Lamar was , skirmishing all over creation to get somebody 
played croquet so assiduously in the first fresh ' an enemy to the newspapers. | to pay for the pedestal. 
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One evening last week a stream of light is- 
sued from the window of Brother Peter Ma- 
guff’s cabin. Occasional sounds of laughter 
floated forth into the air, and it was quite evi- 
dent that some festival was in progress within. 
Around the humble board of Brother Peter 
were gathered some of the shining lights of the 
defunct Anti-Chicken-Stealing Society. Bro- 
ther Parsimony Higgins, Brother Wakeup Mis- 
ery, Brother Squeezeout Peabody and Brother 
Shinbones Smith were gathered together in 
peace and harmony. Old differences were for- 
gotten, and even Brethren Squeezeout and Shin- 
bones smiled amicably at each other across the 
table. 

It was a day of rejoicing. It was Brother 
Peter’s birthday. He had attained the weary 
age of thirty, and felt that life’s cares were be- 
ginning to bear heavily on his shoulders; for 
the whitewashing season was nearly at an end. 
Nevertheless he felt charitably disposed, and so, 
at some personal trouble and a very small ex- 
pense, he had procured a magnificent opossum. 
This he had roasted in the most approved style 
and set before the assembled brethren, whom 
he had invited to partake of the unctuous feast. 

When the last morsel had disappeared, and 
Brother Parsimony Higgins had satisfied him- 
self by a long look around that there was noth- 
ing more to eat, Brother Peter brought forth 
several corn-cob pipes of excellent make and 
some very powerful tobacco, and the men set- 
tled down to enjoy a comfortable smoke. They 
silently blew great clouds of smoke into the air 
for some time, and then the desire to pour forth 
his lore grew too strong for Brother Shinbones. 
Still he was too cunning to want to begin the 
talking himself, so he simply made an opening 
for the others by observing: 

“ Dis hyar’s been a quiet soht o’ Wintah.” 

“ How’s dat, Brudder Shinbone’?”’ inquired 
Peter, ever ready to draw the old man out. 

“ Wal, dar hain’t be’n no big snow-stohms nor 





berry bad wedder ter speak ob.” 
“No, sah,’ remarked Brother Parsimony | 
Higgins: “dis hyar hab be’n a berry open | 
Wintah,” | 
“ Gorramighty!” exclaimed Brother Squeeze- | 
out Peabody: “we useter hab wuss Wintahs a | 
heap dan dis hyar.” 
“ Dat’s so, Brudder Squeezeout,’”? answered 
Parsimony: ‘“ w’y, lrecomember w’en dar useter 
be some mighty big snow-stohms afoah dis 
time ’o de yeah. I recomember one what jiss 
beat anyt’ing I ebbah see.” 
“Tell us bout dat,” suggested Peter. 





A VERY BIG SNOW-STORM, 


“Wal, den, gennermen, dis war de way ob it. 
I was a-libbin’ inter a kentry town up in de 
norf paht o’ de State o? Noo Yawk. De houses 
war kind o’ scattahed, an’ each one ob’em had 
a putty good-sized piece vo’ groun’ around it. 
Ole Deacon Pussival war de boss man o’ de 
town. He owned mos’ all de blame place. 
He jiss kinder run t’ings dar fur ter suit hisse’f. 
Wal, he went an’ bought up mos’ all de flouah 
in dat paht o’ de State one Fall, meanin’, w’en 
de Wintah kem on an’ folks couldn’t git around 
much to buy deir flouah at odder places, ter jiss 
kind o’ rake in all de shekels dar war in de 
town. Wal, dis hyar town war about twenty- 
fibe mile from Albany, an’ dar warn’t no rail- 
road a-runnin’ by it, so, yo’ see, de ole Deacon 
had a putty good chance to make a raise. Wal, 
de Wintah come on byme-by, an’ a putty tough 
ole Wintah she war, too. De ribbers an’ ponds 
friz up right solid down ter de bottom ’arly in 
Nowembah, an’ dey nebbah showed no signs ob 
tawin’ out ontil de nex’ Aprile. But de fust 
snow-stohm o’ dat Wintah am wot I wants fur 
ter tole yer "bout. De snow beginned fur ter 
come down ’bout a.week afore T’anksgibbin’ 
Day. All de boys in de town war jiss crazy w’en 
dey seed it, an’ stahted out fur sleighs an’ robes 
an’ beginned fur ter git ready fur a high ole 
time. Wal, de snow it kep’ a-comin’ down 4ll 
de nex’ day; an’ den folks beginned fur to git 
scart. It was ober de fence-tops an’ ’way up 
agin de front doohs, an’ as fast as de folks ’d 
dig deir way out de snow ’d fill er up agin. 
Wal, it snew ontil ebbery blame family in der 
town war snowed in tight. Dat warn’t wot de 
old Deacon war a-barginin’ fur; but, yo’ see, 
he couldn’t help hisse’f. Byme-by Mrs. Sally 
Mullenstalk runned outen flouah. She libbed 
away down ter one end o’ de town, an’ de Dea- 
con’s place war way up at de odder. She axed 
her boy ef he could dig hisse’f a way trough de 
snow up dar, an’ he ’lowed he could. So bright 
an’ ’arly in de mawnin’ he stahted. He dig- 
ged away, an’ dey watched him from de roof 0’ 
de house till he war out o’ sight behind a snow- 
bank. Dat war de las’ dat war seed o’ dat boy 
fur nigh onter free weeks.”’ 

“Wot become ob him?” inquired Brother 
Shinbones. 

“ He come home agin all right after de town 
had ben digged out an’ folks war goin’ ’bout 
deir business. He come home wid fohty poun’ 
o” good flouah.” 

“Wot kep’ him so long?’ asked Brother 
Shinbones. 

““W’y, chile,” said Brother Parsimony: “he 








done gone lost de way in the snow, an’ kep’ a- 
diggin’ an’ a-diggin’ till he come out at Albany, 
Den he bought de flouah dar an’ footed it back 
on de paff wot he’d done gone digged out.”? 

A dead silence fell on the little gathering, 
All were too astonished to speak, except Bro- 
ther Shinbones, in whose eye one might have 
read keen distrust. He shook his head slowly 
from side to side, and finally, blowing a huge 
cloud of smoke, said: 

“Dat war a putty big snow-stohm, Brudder 
Pahsimony.” 

“Yes, sah, I ’low,”’ replied Parsimony: “ dat 
dar nebbah was a biggah one dan dat.” 

“ Dunno, chile, dunno,” said Shinbones: “I 
recomember a putty big one myse’f.”’ 

“Tell us all ’bout dat,” exclaimed Brother 
Peter. 

“ Wal,” said Shinbones, settling back in his 
chair: ‘it begins somefin’ like de story yo’ jiss 
heerd. It war in a town in Canady, an’ it 
snowed fur durned neah a week. De houses 
war all kibbered up so dat folks had ter dig 
holes down ter de chimleys ter let de smoke 
out.” 

“Hole on dar!’ exclaimed Brother Parsi- 
mony: “ how’d dey git out?” 

“‘ Climbed up de chimley,” replied Shinbones, 
innocently: ‘Wal, ole Sammy Wipple runned 
outen meat an’ ’taters, an’ he sent his boy out 
ter gitsome. De boy he digged his way out 
trough de snow, an’ dey didn’t see no moah 
ob him fur free monfs,” 

“Wot become ob him ?” was asked. 

“ Wal,’? said Brother Shinbones: “de whul 
kentry up dar war snowed undah, an’ de folks 
had ben a-diggin’ roads undah de snow, an’ it 
warn’t berry easy fur ter tell whar yo’ war a- 
goin’, ’kase all de roads looked jess alike. So 
de boy he los’ his way.” 

* An’ war’d he git ter ?”’ inquired Peter. 

“W’y, he turned up in a little town on de 
Noo Yawk side o’ de St. Lawrence Ribbah. 
He’d walked all de way, a-libbin’ on de t’ings 
wot he’d bought at the stoah.” 

Brother Parsimony Higgins rose up and, pick- 
ing up a large piece of Bologna sausage from 
the table, exclaimed: 

“ Dis hyar story am a durned big whopper!”’ 

Brother Shinbones sprang from his chair, and 
opened his mouth wide to make a reply; but 
before he could utter a word Brother Parsi- 
mony jammed the end of the sausage into his 
mouth, and leaving him thus effectually gagged, 
strode out of the house in a most dignified 
manner. W. J. HENDERSON. 








TWELVE TITLE-TIPS. 


Dark Days—Nights. 

A Fair Barbarian—Eve, 

A Family Affair—Twins, 

Fortune’s Fool—The Dude. 

‘There Was Once a Man—Adam. 

The Scarlet Letter—After It is 

. Read. 

Called Back—The Rear of the | 
Chest. 

My Watch Below—At the Three 
Balis. 

The Undiscovered Country—The 
Land of Nod. 

A Roman Singer—An Italian Sew- 
ing-Machine. 

Where the Battle was Fought— 
Oneida County. 

A Foregone Conclusion — The 
Bouncing of Postmasters. 

Wit M. CLEMENs. 





Purtinc Up THE STove-P1pE— 
Adjusting an Election Bet. 








A CHIP FROM THE OLD BLOCK. 





‘* SAY, PAPA, CAN’T YOU STRIKE YOUR CONGREGATION FOR FUNDS 
TO HELP ME BUILD MY CHURCH?” 





CURRENT COMMENT. 

Dr. Hunt, of New Jersey, re- 
cently remarked, in the office of 
our esteemed uncle Ichabod, the 
Rural New Yorker, that he be- 
lieved that a man coui’ live longer 
y without food or drink of any kind 
than another man could on alco- 
# holic drinks alone. This may all 
be; but we have known men who 
| seem to live on rum entirely, and 
' never eat, and they are just as rosy 

i as bricks, every one of them. 








ABOUT THIS time of year the 
Commissioner of Public Works in 
Hades takes his annual vacation, 
knowing full well that his pave- 
ments will be well mended on 
January 1st by those who are full 
of good intentions. 





A Ficure Four Trap — The 
Four-closure of a Mortgage. 
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BARN-YARD FABLES. 





The Little Game Rooster-Chick. 





One morning a poor little 
rooster-chick wandered into 
Silas Groot’s barn-yard. It 
was very thin and very dirty, 
and its feathers were rump- 
led and broken, It cried 
“ peep-peep ” in a mournful 
tone, and seemed half fright- 
ened out of its wits. 

The hens who had broods 
ran at it and pecked it, until 
it flew around the yard with 
shrill cries. ; 

Then one old maid hen, 
who had been setting on a 
China door-knob for three 
weeks, came out to see what 
the trouble was, and when 
she saw the persecuted chick, 
she said: 

“T am tired of trying to 
hatch a door-knob, and I 
shall adopt this lost chick 
for my own.” 


Then she called the little | 
chick to her, and when it | 


came, timidly, expecting a 
rebuff, she smoothed down 
its feathers with her bill, and 
gave it a big fat worm, 

But the little rooster-chick 
cried and did not eat the 
worm, 

“What is the matter—are 
you not hungry ?” asked the 
old maid hen. 

“Yes; but you are so kind 
to me that I can’t eat. There 
is a big lump in my throat 
that almost chokes me.” 

“Never mind the lump; 
eat ahead; a full stomach is 
better than a full heart, when 
one is hungry.” 

Then the chick fell upon 
the worm and devoured it, 
and that night he slept in the 
bosom of the old maid hen. 

From that day on the old 
maid hen devoted herself to 
the rooster-chick, whom she 
named Sam, and he grew and 
prospered. But the other 
hens pecked Sam when they 
got a chance, and the roost- 
ers chased him away. 

Now two little lumps be- 
gan to show on Sam’s legs, 
and they caused the old maid 
hen much alarm. She tried 


to bite them off, but they | 


| tonished when Sam showed fight. 


Sam was now cock of the roost, and 
the hens bowed down before him. He 
had never crowed yet, and he felt a 
cock-a-doodle-doo swelling within him. 
He looked around for a high place, and 
flew to the edge of the water-hogshead 
under the eaves. 

But he flew too far, and he went 
headforemost into the water and was 
drowned. 

Morat — Modesty befits a conqueror. 

W. R. BENJAMIN. 


Then he told him how to fight, and | 
Sam went back to the yard and said | 
nothing. The biggest rooster of the yard 
attacked him, and was more than as- | 


It was fast and furious, and feathers 
flew in every direction; but in five min- 
utes the big rooster was dead, with his 
throat cut. ‘Two more roosters tried 
their luck and were slaughtered in the 
same way, and the others then turned 
tail and ran away. 

















were too hard, and they grew | 
and grew until they were long | 


and sharp on the ends. 


At the same time a beau- | 


tiful red comb came out on 
his head, and his flowing tail 
Was a wonder to behold. 


Now the hens began to | 


treat him better because of 
his beauty; but this only 
made the roosters abuse him 
more, 
. One day they drove him 
out of the yard, and in the 
road he met a tramp rooster, 
to whom he told his sad 
story. 

“Why,” said the tramp: 
“You ought to be able to 
kill them with those spurs.” 
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PRUDENCE, SPINNING. 


A Studio Study. 


' I, II. 
Prudence, sitting by the fire, He who looks upon you hears 
Lift your head a little higher— Through a hundred bygone years 
How the firelight ripples in Whirr of wheel and foot’s light tap 
And out the dimple of your chin— On the treadle, and the snap 
How your sidewise tilted head Of the rose-red hickory logs, 
Snares the flickering gleams of red; | Sputtering, sinking on the dogs; 
Snares them in a golden net And your breath he almost feels 
Than your distaff fleecier yet! In a gentle sigh that steals 
O my Prudence, turn—but no— From your lips, while hand and head 
Shall a century backward flow? Weave a dream and spin a thread— 
Prudence—ah, awelladay! Prudence—who ‘d believe it, pray ?— 
You’re a hundred years away. You’re a hundred years away. 


* * 


Silent was the studio, 
Duller grew the hickory’s glow, 
And the skylight, cold and faint, 
Seemed to frown—*’tis late to paintel”’ 
Prudence drooped a weary head, 
Hearing not the painter’s tread, 
As he crossed the room and bent 
Just where blush and firelight blent. 
O my Prudence, model fair! 
Where’s your prim provincial air? 
Prudence —ah, awelladay! 
How a century slips away! 

H. C. BuNNER. 














PIKE COUNTY PHILOSOPHY. 





According to the Old Settler's 
School. 

—Boys, it’s ez easy fur 
a two-months-ol’ baby to 
crack a hick’ry-nut with its 
teeth, b’gosh, ez it is fur a 
thorrerbred ’Merican citizen 
to put a stove-pipe t’gether 
without distribitin’ consid’- 
able cuss-words roun’ the 
settin’-room. 





—I’m so durn consid’rit 
in my dealin’s with my fel- 
ler-men, boys, that I’d ten 
to one ruther ast one of ’em 
to len’ me five dollars th’n 
to hurt his feelin’s by sayin’ 
to him, “ No, I can’t len’ ye 
four shillin’, no how,’ Il 
would, b’gosh! 





—A soft answer may turn 
away wrath, but thuz a heap 
o’ comfort in callin’ a feller 
a liar, sometimes, even if y’ 
git licked fur it. 





—Don’t never git down- 
hearted, boys, ’cause y’ hain’t 
got sumpin’ w’at somebody 
else has got. A hen hain’t 
got no téeth, but. jis’ see, 
b’gosh, how she ketches on- 
ter luck by it. She don’t 
hef to hev no gum-biles, 





—Silence is gold, they say; 
so ’f y’ wanter see a place 
whar the precious metal is 
sca’cer’n bark on the Norsth 
Pole, slip over to my house 
an’ listen to the ol’ woman 
some evenin’ w’en I slide in 
with a jag on. 

suanat 


—Boys ’ll be boys, an’ y’ 


| can’t help yerself; but th’ 


wouldn’t be no p’tic’ lar harm 
in that if they’d only be men 
w’en they git to be men, 





—Alluz ’member, boys, 
that a feller kin be ez pooty 
ez a red wagon, an’ wear 
forty-dollar harness, an’ yit 
be ez shaller ez a sasser 0’ 
dish-water, Y’ kin scour up 
a six-quart milk-pan so ’s y’ 
kin use it fur a lookin’-glass, 
but y’ can’t make it hol 
more’n six quarts, b’gosh, to 
save yer gizzard. 





—-An’ alluz ’member this 


| —Ez long ez y’ keep a stiff 


upper lip y’ won’t be both- 
ered with no limber back- 
bone. Ep. Mott. 








YOUNG CALLED upon his 
fellow-man to “think naught 
a trifle, though it small ap- 
pear.”? Mr, Young had very 
probably just looked out of 
the car-window and got a 
cinder about the size of a 
grain of sand in his eye, and 
made noise enough to justify 
the impression that it was a 
brickbat. 
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BRAVE BRADY.—A TALE FOUNDED ON FACT. 





No, XXVI. 

UMAN NATURE, high and low, rich and 
H poor, shows certain points of 
resemblance wherever we may 

roam. A party of us 
drove in from the head- 
water of the Caché la 
Pondre a few vears ago, 
and the coach-driver we 
had hired for the trip 
was a little wirey Irish- 
man whose trans-Mis- 
souri name was Finecut 
Brady. He was a quiet 
little fellow, weighing 
about 113 pounds without 
— his revolvers. He was 
about the only meek ap- 
. pearing Irishman that | 
i ever had seen. While we 
YX ‘ were in camp, or on the 

road, we could make 

Finecut do anything for. us, and some of the 
boys got to imposing on him, I thought. Com- 







ing up the steep and dizzy road that leads out: 


of the Valley of Pondre across the hills toward 
Diamond Peak, we saw half a mile up the hill, 
in a turn of the road, a large man coming on 
a buckskin mule. Finecut saw him and recog- 
nized him, apparently; for, very much to our 
surprise, he handed the lines to me and said: 

“ Here, William, steer these Cayuse brutes up 
the hill, while I assassinate that man, will you?” 

“ Certainly,” said 1: “any time you see any- 
thing along the road that you want to kill, just 
hand the ribbons to me and I[’ll do the heavy 
driving.” 

Finecut took out his revolver, looked it over 
to see that it was in shape, and then put it 
back in his pannier. By that time we were 
within fifty yards of the solitary horseman, and 
I was a little nervous when I saw that he was 
a big fierce-looking kind of Captain Kidd, who 
could take two such weasels as Brady and 
thump their heads together. 

We tried to pacify Finecut, but he was wild 
with passion. He was a perfect cyclone of 
wrath. He got down from his seat and hailed 
the stranger with a perfect deluge of profanity. 
It made my blood run cold, and a friend of 
mine in the party, who had been a policeman 
for some years, and was, therefore, unaccus- 
tomed to danger in any form, crawled under 
the seat, I said: 

“ Brady, you little mosquito-brained Irish an- 
nex, for. Heaven’s sake take one of your size.” 

We all tried to call him off, but it was of no 








use. He was determined to kill the ‘stranger, 
and told him to draw his gun. 

“Pull your weepon, you blankety blanked 
liar from up the goolch,”’ said Brady: “ a-r-r-r-m 
yourself and shoot your dye-stooff, you cow- 
ardly freak of nature, while I ventilate your 
immortal soul. Come down off that yaller 
mool and get yourself mizzured for a funeral- 
sermon, you automattick horse-thief of the 
wo-r-rld. I’ve been lookin’ for you, lo, these 
minny days. Why don’t you lave yourself down 
aff that buff mool, you entillictooal phenome- 
non, till I lave the daylight in your diafram!” 

The man seemed tihunderstruck. He mut- 
tered something or other, but we couldn’t hear 
what it was. Brady saw that he wasn’t armed, 
and with a final threat to shoot him on sight 
if he didn’t take back what he had said about 
him, Finecut came back and climbed into the 
wagon. We drove on at a trot, and everybody 
hove a sigh of relief. As I looked back, the 
black-whiskered stranger still sat on his’ mule 
in the road without a sign of moving on. He 
seemed to have been paralyzed with fear. 

I knew Finecut for years after that, but I al- 
ways called him Mr. Brady. He drove us out 
to the mountains after that many times, but we 
never allowed ourselves to impose on him, We 
used to vie with each other trying to win Mr. 
Brady’s esteem. If he had asked me for ten dol- 
lars, I would have loaned it to him just as soon 
as I could find a friend who would let me have 
it. He could have got any favor out of me after 
that little incident in the cafion. 

Last Summer I was again riding in the same 
locality with the sheriff, not through any fault 
of my own, however, when all at once we met 
the solitary horseman that Brady had cowed 
and bullied years ago on that identical road. 
He was mounted on the same écru mule: I was 
afraid he would recognize me as an accomplice 
of Brady’s, and load me down with reproaches 
and lead; but he did not. He rode silently by, 
not even returning the sheriff’s salutation, 

When he got past and out of sight I asked 
the sheriff who that was, 

“That man on the yaller mule? Don’t you 
know him? Why, that’s Minkins, poor cuss! 
When the resurrection comes off, Gabriel will 
have to raise Minkins by hand.” 

“Why?” 

“ Oh, he got mixed up with a premature blast 
on the Comstock in an early day, and that’s 
tne last noise he ever heard distinctly. Para- 
lyzed his hearing and talking outfit. I shouldn’t 
be surprised if Minkins missed the resurrection 
altogether.” BILt Nye, 


A KISS IN A CALLA. 


[HE AND SHE.] 








SHE (tenderly). 


There ’s a kiss hid in the calla-head I gave him— 
Oh, I hope my darling one will lift it up 
To his lips, and on my tender token sup; 


Like the kiss I hid within the calla-cup! 
HE (peevishly). 

Does she take me for a gull or guy, I wonder? 

Does she avant to catch me with a bit of bloom? 

Can she think men’s hearts are won by rich perfume? 

(Sofily.) 
And—but—yet—perhaps—who knows or not? By 
thunder, 
She shall tell me with her own fair lips my doom! 


HE (nervously). 
Something in the lily-flower you gave me, Alice, 
Seemed to say: ‘Out of her love she plucked you 
this”; 
So I came to ask you if you would—that is— 
SHE (excitedly). 
Then in pollen wrapped within my calla-chalice, 


Oh, you szrely must have found a tiny kiss! 
EpwarD WICK. 








FABLES FOR THE YOUNG. 


THE FLY AND THE SEALS. 

One Day a Fly sat on a Tree near the Pond 
Intently Gazing at the Playful Antics of the 
Seals. All at Once He said to Himself: 

“1d like to know if that Funny Business on 
their Sides is Fins or Feet.” 

So saying, he flew to see, and Perched on the 
Wet Breast of a Seal and stuck there, and be- 
fore he could Extricate Himself, the Seal again 
Leaped into the Water and the Fly was Drowned. 

MoraL.—Don’t be too Fly about Getting 
Stuck on People till you are Pretty Well Ac- 
{| quainted with their Private Habits. 





THE BULL IN THE CHINA-SHOP. 

| (Revised Version.) 

| One day an “ Ole” Bull was Strolling down 
| the Avenue, and he entered a China-Shop. 

“Now,”’ said he: “I have read Somewhere 
of one of my Ancestors who made a Bad ‘Bui/’ 
once of a Situation like this, and I am Deter- 
mined to Lower the Record for Imbecility in 
my Family if Possible.” 

So he Hooked the Owner and Scared him 
out of the Shop, and started Trade on His own 
Hooks (as it were), and in a Few Months he 
had the Pleasure of seeing his Name Honorably 
Mentioned in “ Bradstreet’s” and in “ Dunn’s” 
Business Directories, and also he could “ Bull”? 
the Stock Markets as he Liked. 

Morat.—Read the Papers, and you stand a 
Show to Know and Have Something, even 
though your Ancestors did make Blanked Fools 
of themselves. | 





THE Boys ANDTHE ALLIGATOR; OR, THE ALLI- 
GATOR AND THE Buoy. 


Some Florida Boys, who had a Swimming- 
| Hole along the Banks of the St. John River, 
were Often driven out of the Water by a Very 
large Alligator who came to Sample them, At 
| last they Hit Upon a Little Racket to get Even 
| with Him. ‘They Constructed a Buoy the ex- 
act Size, Shape and Shade of an ordinary Boy, 
and filled it with Nitro-Glycerine, and took a 
Pole and Pushed it out a little way from Shore. 
, Presently the Alligator came Up with his Mouth | 
Wide Open like a Steel Trap, and in one Bite 
he took In over half of the Buoy, who just at | 
that Juncture went off and Blew him tail First 
about three Miles up the River. 
MoraL.—“Boys will be Buoys.” 











F. S. RyMan. 











_— 





od 





How I wish that in my arms I might enslave him, | | 
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Pucx’s CHRISTMAS CAROLS FOR ASSORTED CELEBRITIES. 


Oh, a rare old bird is the Christmas goose, 
There ’s balm in the flow of his gentle juice— 
Dudes and Pharisees, Mugwumps, too, 

Blainiacs battered and bruised and blue, 
Blistered Butlerites, Belvalettes lone, 

Come in out of the winds that moan, 

And bury the past in the streaming juice 

That softly exudes from the X-mas goose. 














My hopes are rudely shatteréd, I’m the roaring Irish Sachem, 
And politics I hate, ~~ Nn MUN TR See my glaring Christmas war-paint, 
Although it now is Christmas, <8 Oy nO See my X-mas wampum 
I get no Christmas cake. Hanging at my ancient girdle. 


All the world for me is hollow; 
For we now have got a Mayor 
Whom next year I cannot manage; 
Woe is me, the ancient Sachem, 


No luscious goose this Christmas 
Will joy my ancient gums, 

And then my Christmas-pudding 5 
Is destitute of plums. Me 
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Get away, O dreary Christmas 
; ‘ CINE ) ESS . , y> y ’ 
I wish the dashed old Christmas Cr is eS 9 pine! ye” a You are very cold and chilly, | 


| 

Would hurry up and fly, orn ? ‘ i) And I know my massive turkey 

|| Init I thi We ra \y | 
n it I can see nothing Wi - ’ me? \\p | Fate has gone and stuffed with saw- 

With my old game cock-eye. NS i ; \\ dust. 
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I am the Pious Financier, 
May Heaven give me Christmas 
cheer! 
More bright will shine 
This luck of mine 
If all the outside world is drear. 


Like chilly snow-flakes dropping 
Upon the windy hills, 
Already on my table 
Are falling X-mas bills. 
My wallet’s full, your larder’s bare, 


Each day I dull the scissors May Heaven send, to swell my share, 


While envelopes I cut, 
And then my little check-book 
Not once a day is shut. 


The widow’s mite, 
To make more bright 
The Christmas of the millionaire. 


I fear me ere the new year 

Dawns on the vales and ponds, 
| | That I shall see no coupons 

Upon my last year’s bonds. 


Oh, let the season hurry on, 








To join the busted seasons gone, 
The while I hear 
My busy shear 




















A-clipping of the light coupon. 








Oh, merry is the Christmas of the happy Independent, I am Henritheward, Henry the Beecher of Brooklyn, 
With the glory of his victory made gorgeously resplendent! I am the orator great who lays out Demosthenes hollow; 
They may talk about defection in the way of Prohibition, I am the man whose bazoo, upraised in the village of 
Or of blainiac voters, housebound by the weather’s bad Brooklyn, 
condition; Clear as a trumpet tone and like to a fog-whistle fetching, 
Or of Byitish gold in barrels sent across the stormy ocean, Carried the County of Kings right into the fold of the 
| All subscribed to put the deadly Free-Trade Juggernaut mugwumps. | 
in motion; Whoop -a -de-dooden -doo! Whoop-a-de-dooden-de- | 
They may talk of Dr. Burchard and his three ** R ”’s rep- doodle !— 
rehensible, Excuse the exuberant outburst of joy that is quite uncon 
| And of J. G. B.’s supineness ’neath the taunt so in- trollable— 
defensible; Lo, I would lift up my voice, and shout with a mighty 
They may talk of Southern Bourbons and their base in- thanksgiving— 
timidation, Pierce the blue sky with my crow, and split the tradi 
And of Conkling’s cold refusal to preserve his neutral tional welkin— 
station— Tra-la-la-la-la-loo—trala-la-la-la-la-lalla! 
But we rid the country of the curse of which we swore Give me a Christmas goose as big as the national eagle— 
to rid it— I have worked hard enough to give. me the relish to 
And I’m a Dude-and-Pharisee, and we ’re the boys eat it— 
that did it! Tra-la-la-la-la-lalla! Whoop-itty-doodle-de-doodle! 
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A MODEL CHRISTMAS STORY. 


RoBERT JONES’s LUCK. 








Robert Jones was a poor but honest young 
man who lived in Harlem, and supported a 
wife, mother-in-law, his wife’s aunt, and two 
small children on twenty dollars a week. His 
next-door neighbor, Hiram Moneybags, was a 
wealthy but dishonest old curmudgeon who 
stinted himself in order to add to an income al- 
ready larger than he could spend. 

Poor Jones had a hard time to make ends 
meet, and he was continually abused by his 
wife’s relatives because he did not have a larger 
income. His head was full of schemes for ad- 
vancement; but he lacked the ability or the 
capital to carry them out. One day, while read- 
ing the newspaper, his eye caught the following 
item: 

««Galusha Golden, a California millionaire, while walk- 
ing on Nob Hill, San Francisco, slipped on a banana- 
peel, and would have fallen down an area-way had it 
not been for the timely assistance of Robert Jones, a poor 
young man, who sprang forward and caught Mr. Golden 
in his arms, thus saving him from death or serious injury. 
Mr. Golden at once gave Mr. Jones $100,000 in cash, 
took him into the firm as a partner, and will bequeath 
him a fortune in his will.” 


Mr. Jones groaned to think that he was not 
the Robert Jones who had fallen into all this 
good luck. Here was Christmas coming on, 
and no money to buy presents with—hardly 
enough to pay for coal. 

Then the idea flashed through his head: Why 
might not the same good fortune happen to him 
if he should only put himself in the way of it? 
It was hardly likely that the poor Robert Jones, 
of San Francisco, had any business on Nob 
Hill, unless he was looking out for just such an 
accident on the part of some millionaire, and 
had prepared himself to take advantage of it. 
Was it not entirely probable that Robert Jones 
had placed the banana-peel near the area-way, 
with a view of bringing about the desired ca- 
lai sity ? 

Mr. Robert Jones, of New York, determined 
to act on the idea at once, and in order not to 
spread his energies too much, he selected Mr. 
Hiram Moneybags as the victim of his machi- 
nations. He knew Hiram was a tough old 
miser; but life was sweet, and a timely rescue 
might open both his heart and his purse. Mr, 
Jones hinted darkly to his family that good 
times were coming; but he refused to speak 
further. 

That night he shot out with a pail of water 
and poured it over the steps of old Moneybags’s 
front entrance, ‘he next morning Jones stood 
at the bottom of the steps and waited. Old 
Moneybags stepped out, struck the ice, and 
took a precipitate downward flight. Jones 
sprang forward to catch him. He was upset, 
and the two rolled into the gutter in a confused 
heap. 

“You infernal fool—what d’yer mean by 
getting in my way?” said old Moneybags, and 
he kicked Jones in the ribs and limped away. 

Jones’s body was hurt as much as his feelings, 
and it was three days before he was well enough 
to leave his house. 

Then he made a plot with a small boy to 
dump a cart-load of snow from a roof-top on 
old Moneybags’s head as he passed along the 
street. This worked finely; but Jones was nerv- 
ous and too precipitate, and as he sprang for- 
ward to drag away the old miser, the snow came 
down on his own head and flattened him out 
like a pan-cake. 

They dug him out and took him away in an 
ambulance, and it was a week before he got 
over that. This discouraged him with laying 
plans, and he resolved to follow old Moneybags 
around and trust in something to turn up. 

He had done this only three days when he 
found that a third man was following him. He 








was arrested the next day as a suspicious char- 
acter. 

It was proved that he had dogged Mr. Money- 
bags’s steps for days, and the police-justice com- 
mitted him until his record could be investi- 
gated. 

Jones passed Christmas and the holidays in 
prison, and was discharged two weeks later, con- 
vinced that there was no luck for him in this 
world. W. R. BENJAMIN. 








Answers for the Anvions. 


S. J. R.—Cultivate calm. You woo the muse with a 
club. 

SPHINX, JR.—We ave a puzzle department, dearly 
beloved, It is located in our waste-basket. 

D. D. ‘T.—We have sent your pun to the Metropol- 
itan Museum of Art. It will be put in the archzological 
collection, if it does not prove to be beyond restoration. 

LesBiA.—Yes, dear, it is a very pretty poem; but, 
bless your young heart, we have the receipt for making 
that kind of thing by the gross. It is much more easy 
than the well-known acrobatic feat of rolling off a log. 
It is frequently very difficult to roll off a log—to roll it 
off another man’s wood-pile without attracting the atten- 
tion of the dog, for instance. But anybody can write 
that kind of poem. All you have to do is to give an 
accurate machine-made description of nature—say like 
this: 

Now the snow is softly falling 
On the meadows bleak and bare, 
And the snowbirds sad are calling 
To each other through the air— 


You can go on with that kind of thing and chase the 
fleeting Muse as long as the soles of your balmorals hold 
out—thus, as it were: 

Now the tumtum tumpty tiddies, 
And the tiddy tumtum tees— 
While the itty um that iddies 
Tums with tumtum all the trees. 
So the 
Like a 
And I hear the 
Gently dropping through the air. 

Then, when you think you have done about enough for 
your country in this line, you can finish up with the ease 
and grace of a trapeze-performer, after this fashion: 

Silent are the frozen sparrows, 
Round the house the storm-wind hums; 
Now the Frost-King shoots his arrows— 
Choose pneumonia or gums. 

Lesbia, we and a club can transform our office-boy 
into a poet on that principle. You will find that you 
have got to galvanize the market with something fresher 
than that, if you want to step into the great, busy, jost- 
ling horde of poets and not get trodden into the slabby 
mud of oblivion. 





CURRENT COMMENT. 





TENNYSON’S LATEST poem is called “ Free- 
dom.” He ought to get six months in New- 
gate, 





VERDI RECOMMENDS lowering the musical 
pitch. Probably to bring it to the level of some 
recent musical compositions. 


“ OUGHT WE to visit her?” asks a St. Louis 
exchange. We can’t tell exactly. It is usually 
better to wait until she invites you. 


IT 1s reported that the city is overrun with 
bean-shooters. This is the first time we ever 
thought that the bean was a game-bird. 


WHISTLER RECEIVES four hundred dollars each 
for his pictures. Mr. Whistler is paid not so 
much for what he paints as for what he doesn’t 
paint. 





A BosTON PAPER says, “A church in New 
York is flush with the sidewalk.” It is a mat- 
ter of surprise to a Boston man that a church 
should be flush at all. 


A BERLIN PIANO-MAKER has invented a noise- 
less piano. ‘That is the first step in the right 
direction. Now let some one invent a noise- 
less singer and a silent accordeon, 


J. M. Peesies, M. D., has written a book 
called, ‘*‘ How to Live a Century and Grow Old 
Gracefully.”” What’s the use of reading a book 
to learn that secret, when it can be learned in 
a few words, to wit: Become a coryphée? 





ENGLAND, IT Is gravely stated, will see only 
one total eclipsé of the sun in the next two 
hundred and fifty years. This cannot refer to 
London, because the inhabitants of that city 
never see enough of the sun to know when it is 
eclipsed. 


A COLOGNE CLERGYMAN recently gave orders 
that no lady wearing a handsome dress should 
be allowed to enter his church, and was sur- 
prised to see his congregation dwindle to noth- 
ing in less than a fortnight. There was noth- 
ing left to induce the ladies to attend. 








HIS CHRISTMAS PRAYER. 




















—After a Popular Print. 
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HOME VS. BOARDING. 





You find the word “home” used in various 
enterprises, and you notice it on various busi- 
ness signs as you pass along the street. You 
frequently hear of a “Home Insurance Com- 
pany”; but never of a “ Boarding-House In- 
surance Company.” As you walk along the 
street, you will see a sign in front of a restau- 
rant, put out to catch people, with the legend, 
“ Home-made Pie.” I never saw one reading, 
“ Boarding-House Pie”? ‘The most glorious 
triumph in base-ball is a “home-run,” not a 
“boarding-house run.” The victorious part 
of a race-course is called the “ home-stretch,” 
not the “boarding-house-stretch.” When a 
man is lonesome during a long period of ab- 
sence from his fireside, he acknowledges him- 
self to be “home-sick,” not ‘“ boarding-house 
sick.” When Paine wrote his immortal song, 
«“ Home, Sweet Home,” he didn’t call it ** Board- 
ing-House, Sweet Boarding-House,” and he 
didn’t sing: “Be it ever so humble, there’s no 
place like boarding-house.” You will also no- 
tice that our militia is known as the “ Home 
Guard,” and not the “ Boarding-House Guard.” 

The “ Home Sewing-Machine”’ is pretty well 
known; but how about the “ Boarding-House 
Sewing-Machine”? In “The Star Spangled 
Banner” we read of the “land of the free 
and the home (not of the boarding-house) of 
the brave.”?” When Goldsmith wrote “‘ The Trav- 
eler,” it never struck him that it would be a 
noble sentiment to sing: 

«¢ Such is the patriot’s boast where’er we roam, 
His first best country ever is ut boarding-house.” 

He thought it would sound better to make it 
“home.” 

You never see the legend worked in worsted 
of every delicate shade: 

«¢ God Bless Our Boarding- House.” 


Because that would sound like irony, although 
it would do the boarding-house no harm, 

How would it sound to read from Ecclesiastes: 

“The grasshopper shall be a burden, and 
desire shall fail; because man goeth to his long 
boarding-house,”’ etc.? And then suppose you 
should tell a homely girl that she was “ boarding- 
housely”’ ? 

You never know the pleasure of a home un- 
til you have boarded for awhile. When you 
are at home you don’t have to sit down to your 





dinner between a cornet-player and a cham- | 
pion of spiritualism, and be obliged to take. 


part in arguments on subjects which—thank 
Heaven!—you don’t understand. In your own 
hom: you do not have to sit at the table and 
prevaricate and say the steak is tender when 
you couldn’t cut it with a razor. At home you 
can say the steak would make good gate-hinges 
if you could only drive nails through it. And 
you can say whatever you please of the cook, 
and have the pleasure of saying it over again 
to the butcher in the morning if you please. 
In your own home you may lie abed as late in 
the morning as you like, and your breakfast 
will be ready for you when you arise. 

If you live in a boarding-house, you are a 
slave to the bell; you have to hurry from any 
place you happen to be to connect with that 
meal. If you don’t get there in time, you can 
go and purchase a meal elsewhere. At home 
you can rummage through the closet and re- 
frigerator and make your wife wild with excite- 
ment, lest peradventure you disarrange some- 
thing or break some of the cut-glass. Or, still 
better, when you come home late you find your 
dinner in the oven. It has been in the oven 
for several hours, and the meat and vegetables 
and gravy have become one crisp mass, and 
you can take up the whole business in your 
hand and eat it like a cracker. 

Go away back to the old Biblical days of 
Adam and Eve, and see how our original pa- 


'rents lived. They didn’t board. They kept 


ANATOMICAL ART IN CHICAGO. 
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house and were in Paradise. They didn’t have 
a grand marble mansion four stories high, either. 
They kept house on the ground-floor, Adam 
was happy, because he had no mother-in-law 
to tell Eve how to manage him, and give other 
advice abhorrent to husbands. Noah kept house 
in the Ark, and he had the first happy family 
on record. Abraham and Isaac never boarded. 
They always kept house. It seems that Jacob 
was the first man who boarded. He worked 
for Laban seven years for his board and Laban’s 
daughter. According to history, it took Jacob 


| seven years to get Laban’s daughter; but then 


you must remember that Jacob was a tiller of 
the soil, and not a coachman. 
Go back to the old colonial days, and you 


| will find that the early settlers kept house. 
_When they fought the Indians they fought for 
. their homes, not for their boarding-houses. In 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 


those days every man knew what it was to have 
his own vine and fig-tree to worship and beer 
up under. Those were trying times, when a 
man couldn’t move without having a gun in 
his hand. ‘Those were days when the gun was 
mightier than the sword and pen together. And 
no man had to look down the barrel to see if 
it was loaded. When a man took his family to 
church, he took his gun along. When he sat 
down to dine, he sharpened the carving-knife 
on the gun-barrel. ‘The gun was a regularly 
ordained member of the family. The head of 
the house wore it on his back in the day-time, 
and slept with it at night for self-protection. 
Yet under those trying circumstances the colo- 
nial settler kept house. 

Go all through history, and you will find that 
the great men were “ house-keepers,’’ and not 
“boarders.” Lincoln kept house in a log-cabin. 
Queen Victoria has always kept house, and she 
could live at a French restaurant and have pie 
four times a day, if she wanted to. You all know 








that the Czar of Russia keeps house, and most: 
of the time he keeps in the house, It is such 
a risky business for the Czar to go out to take 
a walk that he is generally found in the bosom 
of his family in a suit of ready-made iron 
clothes. ‘The Czarina cannot sit on his lap 
without catching cold. When he has his en- 
tire suit on he looks like the catcher of a base- 
ball team. When any one steps on his feet, he 
cannot feel it, even if it is the rude porter who 
comes daily to polish him up with bath-brick. 
If a picture comes down off the wall and hits 
him on the head, he never knows anything 
about it until he’s told. He’s so used to having 
dynamite thrown at him that he can’t feel a 
picture. The only time he is successfully blown 
up is when the Czarina gets at him—and she’s 
the only one who can blow him up and live— 
B. C. 4. R. K. MunkxKITTRICK. 





Lundborg’s Perfume, Fdenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily ofthe Valley. 





CASTORIA, 
When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 
When she was a Child, she cried for CASTORIA, 
When she became Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA, 





ROSS’ ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 
Sold by First-class Dealers. 





CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula ofa simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all Throat and Lung 
Affections, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility 
and all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 


it known to his suffering fellows, Actuated by this motive and a 
desire to relieve human suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with 
full directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail by address- 
ing with stamp, naming this paper, 

W. A. Noves, 149 Power's Block, Rochester, N. Y. 
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HERE IS BUT 
ONE GENUINE 


ESSENCE OF 


Jamaica GINGER 


in the market, and 
that is 


Fred k Brown s 


PHILADELPHIA. 


Ail others are Imitations or 
made to sell on the reputation 
of the ORIGINAL, and ma 
do harm, while FREDERIC 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA, 
will always be a blessing in 


SPRING, 
SUMMER, 
AUTUMN, 
e WINTER. 


inallSTOMACH DISORDERS, 

For SLEEPLESSNESS, 

For SUDDEN CHILLS, 

When Drenched during the 
EQUINOX, 

When Cold in WINTER, 

When Distressed in SUMMER 


buy a bottle of your Druggist 
or your Grocer for 50 Cents, 
(insist on having the GENU- 
INE given you—FREDERICK 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA,) 
and you will secure an article 
which will serve you well— 
ALL THE YEAR ROUND. 





TO A RICH BOURGEOISE. 


Fantastic Fan, you sit and smile 
Behind your painted satin screen, 
As if an angel, free from guile, 
Or as if Circe ne’er had been 
Phantasmagoria’s fitful queen! 


So elephantine is your style, 
You painted thing of gaud and’ green— 
Fantastic Fan! 


Your velvet has a wealthy pile, 
And dollars gleam in all your mien; 
Yet you ’ll not wed just yet awhile, 
Howe’er your peacock plumes you preen— 
Fantastic Fan! 
J. P. B., in Philadelphia News. 

“ My dear, it is too bad, but you will have 
to go without that seal-skin sacque I promised 
you.”’ 

“Oh, I hope not.” 

“It is too true; and the pony and cutter I 
was to get for Johnny as a Christmas present 
must be given up, too.’’ 

“Dear me!” 

“ And our long-hoped-for .emoval to a fash- 
ionable brown-stone front is indefinitely post- 
poned.” 

‘** Horrors, husband, what has happened ?” 

“The water-pipes burst last night.’?’—Phi/a- 
delphia Call. 





PHYSICIANS and Druggists recommend Erown’s 
Iron Bitters as the Best Tonic, Combining Iron 
with pure vegetable tonics,it quickly and completely Cures 

5 Dyspepsia, Indiges- 


tion, Weakness, Im- 

pure Blood, Malae 

ria, Chills and Fee 

vers & Neuralgia. Anunfuilingremedy for Diseases 
of the Kidneysand Liver. Invaluable for Diseases 
culiar to Women, and all who lead sedentary lives, 
mriches and puri- tion of food, re- 
fies the blood, stim- lievesHeartburn, 
ulates the appetite, strengthens the 
aids the assimila- muscles & nerves 
Does not injure the teeth,cause headache 
or produce constipation ; all other 
Iron medicines do. Genuine has 









: , trade-mark and crossed red lineson 
@v wrapper. Takenoother. Made only by 
bh“ BROWN CHEMICAL CO.,Baltimore, Md. 





Af : , 
VUNG Ramei 


Over 22.000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. 4th S'T., N. Y. 








DECKER’S 


BILLIARD av? POOL 


Tables, celebrated for fine workmanship, quickness 
and durability of cushions. Prices low and terms 
easy. Send for Illustrated Catalogue. 


WAREROOMS 722 BROADWAY, N. Y. 








2nLe Reeorahl 
FORTHE WORLD. - 
ONLY AMERICAN WHEEL 


HOLDING A 


W orth 


SEND FOR CATALOG. 


OVERMAN WHEEL Co, 


CHICOPEE.MASS. 




















Fragrant Vanity Fair 


CIGARETTES. 





millions sold in 1883. 
13 First Prize Medals Awarded. 


M, S. KIMBALL & CO, 


WACLOth Of Golda 


Our Cigarettes cannot be surpassed. Ifyou do not use them 
a@ trial will convince you that they have no equal. Two hundred 





Address 





Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up m hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 


w 
C A NDY for presents. Try it once. 


78 Madison St., Chicago. 


C. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 





FR. ULRICH, 


PHOTOS}RAPHER, 
156 BOWERY 156. 


Portraits of the size of ordinary postage-stamps a specialty. 
12 Cabinet Portraits, too Stamp Portraits and sc elegant New 
Year’s Cards for only $5.00. Send photograph and money order to 

EF. UOLRICH, 156 BOWERY. 


WK26% WRDO!) 


'N order to secur® new customers, we W1/i send luv Cnoice Em- 

bossed Pictures. 4 German Dolls’ Heads, 1£Elegant 
Birthday Card, 8 Impo romos, 2 Pretty Album 
and Reward Cards, 1 Album of 60 Colcred Transfer Pictures, 
100 Belections fo —_ ‘aph stem, a0 = | Gomes, S now 

Red Na ns, 1 Pack Puzzle Cards, 1 Pocket 

Tree eee ates 26 cre. Address, F.Se AVERY," 
116 South 4th Street, Williamsburg, N. ¥. 


PLAYS Dialogues, Tableaux, Speakers, etc., for School, 
’ Club and Parlor. Best out. Catalogue G free. 
T.S. DENISON, Chicago, Ill. 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New oe. Sit: 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 




















THE CELEBRATED 


Ee elma GF 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR. 
ARE PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 


WAREROOMS: 
149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 











THE BEST 


Washing Compound 


EVER INVENTED. 
Sold by Grocers Everywhere. 





WALTHAM 
WATCHES. 





RICHEST ASSORTMENT OF 
Watches and 
Jewelry 


Lin PRICE OF 
6g oLvaR and GOLD 










LOWEST AND ONE PRICE ONLY. 








CLOCKS 


BOR 


Bridal Gifts and Holiday Presents 


At Exceptionally Low Prices, 


INCLUDING 
IMPORTED NOVELTIES; BRASS ANTIQUES; 
FRENCH MARBLES, NEW DESIGNS; 
Swiss and Vienna Clocks, and 
A Fine Selection of Bronzes. 


ALSO CLOCKS OF OUR OWN MANUFAOTURE, 
IN WOOD AND METAL, 


AT RETAIL, UNTIL JANUARY Ist. 
New Haven Clock Co., 


16 & 18 Park Place, New York City. 








COLUMBIA BICYCLES 


AND TRICYCLES. 
STANCH AND RELIABLE. 


Send stamp for illustrated Catalogue. 


“Jp THE POPE MFG. CO., 


697 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
BRANCH HOUSE i2 Warren Street, New York. 








HOLIDAY GIFTS. 
A GREAT VARIETY OF FINE 
62, Meerschaum Pipes and Cigar Holders. 
©) Also a fine assortment of 
AMBER GOODS ALWAYS ON HAND. 


- S$ 
347 BROOMS’ ‘Srieke HOR aental Hotel.) 








7 Chromo Cards and Tennyson’s Poems mailed for ten one 
cent stamps. Acme Mfg. Co., Ivoryton, Conn. 
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The Atlantic Monthly 


For 1885 

Will contain a series of papers by 

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, 

Entitled 
THE NEW PORTFOLIO. 
Also the following Serial Stories:— 
A COUNTRY GENTLEMAN, 
By MRS. OLIPHANT, 

The distinguished English novelist. 
THE PRINCESS CASAMASSIMA, 
By HENRY JAMES, 

Author of ‘‘ The Portrait of a Lady,”’ etc. 
A MARSH ISLAND, 

By SARAH ORNE JEWETT, 

Author of ‘‘ A Country Doctor,” ‘‘ Deephaven,”’ etc. 
THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT SMOKY 
MOUNTAINS, 

By CHARLES EGBERT CRADDOCK, 


Author of “(In the Tennessee Mountains.’’ 


TERMS: $4.00 a year in advance, POSTAGE FREE. 


Postal Notes and Money are at the risk of the sender, and 
therefore remittances should be made by money-order, draft, or 
registered letter, to 


HOUCHTON, MIFFLIN & CO. 
4 Park Street, Boston, Mass. 
11 East Seventeenth Street, New York. 13 


Moen) 
Constable AS e 


Gentlemen’s Dept. 
FOR FURNISHINGS. 





An elegant stock of High Class Neck- 
wear in London and Paris Styles. Japan- 
ese Silk, Brocade Satin and Cloth Smok- 
ing Jackets and Dressing Gowns, Silk 
Mufflers and Pocket Handkerchiefs, Bath 
and Steamer Robes, Dress Shirts, Pajamas, 
Lap Robes, Embroidered Suspenders, 
Driving Gloves, etc. 


Broadovay L 1 9th ot. 


New York. 


LANTERN 


And § ERE P ONS, 2 pe oh 
eve: subje or e 

IEPA profitable fen, yx eras c aoe capital, Also, 
Lanterns for Home Amusement, 
MCALLI 


See MA Oren, as Wakene Bt NY. 
A BOX OF DOLLS FREE. 


'o any boy or girl who will send us the names of three o’ 
young friends who are interested in cards, and 10c. for postage, W@ 
will send free, a Case of 4 Lovely Dolls with an outfit of 35 dresses, 
hats, &c., worth $1 to any little girl, and our New Sone Book, 
containing samples and a price list of 100 new styles of Visitin 
Cards. dress ACME CARD CO., IVORYTON, CONN. to 


To introduce “ IIa) Days,’’ our new 16p. Illus’d Magazine, we 
will send free to any Tey — 25c.in stamps for 3 months su*- 
scription, 2 Ladies’ Large Size W aterproof Gossamer 
Garments with catalogue of other rubber goods, provided they 
show them to their friends and endeavor to induce other sales. One 


cent stamps preferred. Pub. Happy Days, Hartford, Conn. 


NOTICE. 

Numbers 3, 45 5, 6, 9, 10, 11, 12, 18, 14, 15, 
16, 17, 19, 21, 22, 24, 25, 27, 29, 32, 33, 34, 
37, 88, 41, 47, 48, 50, 53, 54, 56, 77, 79, 
82, 87, 88, 131 and 154 of English Puck will be 
bought at this office at 1Qc., and number 26 at 25c. 
per copy. 
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THEY were talking about the times and the 
general disinclination to buy large stocks or 
make heavy investments, when a bald-headed 
man edged into the crowd and said: 

“Gentlemen, we have been living beyond 
our means, and we must get down to hard pan 
and begin over again.” 

“That may be all very true,” replied one of 
the others: “ but who will begin ?” 

‘“‘T have already begun,” said the bald-head: 
“TI was worth $30,000; I bought $20,000 worth 
of city lots and started to build a $75,000 man- 
sion. The result is that I am right down to 
bed rock, and ready to begin anew. Do any 
of you happen to know a good opening for a 
dancing-master ?”— Wall Street News. 

JuLIAN HAWTHORNE says he “ would not ex- 
change the rough democracy of horse-cars for 
all the silken ease and splendid pomp of the 
English Empire.” If an awkward man, weigh- 
ing two hundred and fifty pounds, and wearing 
thick-soled shoes, were to enter a street-car and 
tread upon Julian’s toes, we rather think that 
for about ten minutes he would hanker for some 
silken ease of effete empires, and not so much 
democracy.—WVorristown Herald. 





No Christmas or Now Year’s Table should be with- 
out a bottle of Angostura Bitters, the world-renowned ap- 
petizer of exquisite flavor. Ask for the genuine article, manufac- 
tured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 





IPER HEIDSIECK—Quarts, $25; pints, $:3.50 dozen; Bass’s 

pale ale, 8 dozen for $16; domestic wines, $9 dozen; alcohol, 

$3 gallon; bay rum, $3.50 gallon; extract Witch Hazel (same as 

Pond’s Extract), $2 gal on; elegant cigars, $5, $6, $7, $8, $9 and 

$10 per hundred. New York Purchasing Co., buyers and 
sellers of all kinds of goods, 62 John St., N. Y. 


PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 








Y, 


Beauty ) and Fragrance 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 
breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 


from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 
NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 13th and 
14th pages of Puck must be handed in on Wednesdays before 
3P.M. 

Forms of 15th page are closed Fridays at noon, 


CONSUMPTION. 


I have a positive remedy for the above disease , by its use 
thousands of cases of the worst kind and of long standing 
have beencured. Indeed, so strong is my faith in itsefficacy 
that I willsend TWO BOTTLES FREE, together with a VAL- 
UABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. Give ex- 











press & P.O, address. DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 PearlSt. N. ¥ 





1885. 


Now is the Time to Subscribe. 


HARPER'S PERIODICALS. 


Per Year: 
I We sn inss0s0ss cncscennaccawonesecd $4 00 
ge BS ee mee ee 400 
ES iin oncédid see eensseadeodkinesmeebes 4 90 
SR ARe AP Re BE Ellen 60 0000-00 . 0000000800008 I 50 
HARPER’S FRANKLIN SQUARE LIBRARY, 
ere £0 00 


Postage Free to all subscribers inthe United States or Canada. 





The Volumes of the Weexty and Bazar begin with the first 
numbers for January, the Volumes of the YounG Peop.e with the 
first Number for November, and the Volumes of the MaGazing 
with the Numbers for June and December of each year. 

Subscriptions will be entered with the Number of each Peried- 
ical current at the time of receipt of order, except in cases where 
the subscriber otherwise directs. 

Specimen copy of Harrer’s YounG Prop e sent on receipt of 
four cents in stamps. 





HARPER’S FRANKLIN SQUARE LIBRARY: a weekly pub- 
lication, containing works of ‘l'ravel, Biography, History, Fic- 
tion, and Poetry, at prices ranging from 10 to 25 cents per num- 
ber. Full list of Harfer’s Franklin Square Library will be 
furnished gratuitously on application to Harper & Brotuers. 





Remittances should be made by Post-Office Money Order or 
Draft, to avoid risk of loss. Address 


HARPER & BROTHERS, 


Franklin Square, New York. 





aa” HARPER’S CATALOGUE, of between three and four 
thousand volumes, mailed on receipt of Ten Cents in Postage 
Stamps. 16 





FINE CUSTOM TAILORING. 


OVERCOATINGS, 
SUITINGS, 
TROUSERINGS. 


The Choice of Foreign and Home Manufacture. 
to order from $18.00 
[ai ee se 20.00 


Pants 5.00 
SAMPLES AND SELF-MEASUREMENT RULES MAILED 


ON APPLICATION. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 


139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 
ya BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. -@i 


GOLD WATCH FREE! 


The publishers of the Capitol City Home Guest, the well- 
known Illustrated Literary and a saqasian, make the fol- 
lowingliberal Offer for the New Year: The person telling us 
the longest verse in the Bible, before March Ist, will receives Solid 
Gold, Lady’s Hunting Cased Swiss Watch, worth $50; 
If there be more than one correct answer, the second willreceive an 
elegant Stem-winding Gentleman’s W atch; the third, 
a key-winding English atch, Each person must send 25 cts, 
with theiranswer, for which they will receive three months’ sube 
scription to the Iiome Guest, a 50 page Illustrated New Year 
Book, a Case of 25 articles that the ladies will appreciate, 

paper containing names of winners. SETPORD, Address 
of HOME GUEST, HAR’ RD, CONN. 22 





Overcoats 


uits 
“ “ “ec 








JOSEPH GILLOTTS 


STEEL PENS 


Soto Br ALLSDEALERS THRouGHour Ine WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878. 








i Piles—Piles—Piles 
Cured Without knife, powder or salve. Nocharge antil cured. Write for 
references, }'r, Corkins, 11 EK. 29th St. 





RECENT NUMBERS OF PUCK ARE NEVER 
OUT OF PRINT. 

If your News-dealer can not supply you with any de- 
sired copy, you may procure it by applying to the Pub- 
lishers or their General Agents, 

THE INTERNATIONAL NEws Company, 
29 & 31 Beekman Street, New York. 
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“1 owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
, and Beauty 
to the 
CUTICURA 
REMEDIES,’ 


Testimonial of a 
Boston lady. 


P'SFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the Curicura Remepiss. 

CuTicura RESOLVENT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and pomenes of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

Curicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Kequi- 
site, prepared from Curicura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
— Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily 

kin. 

Cuticura Remepirs are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents. 
Resolvent, $1. PotrTsr DruG AND CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass. 


HOPE. 


Swift’s Specific has cured my cancer, which was 
very bad. I am now in fine health; never better. 
Have gained + pounds since I began taKing Swift’s 
Specific. R. S. Braprorpv, Tiptonvilie, Tenn. 

CANCER FOR MANY YEARS.—A servant has 
been afflicted for many years with a cancer on her 
nose, which resisted all sorts of treatment. She was 
cured entirely with Swift’s Specific. 

Joun Hitt, Druggist, Thomson, Ga. 

NOSE EATEN OFF.—A young man near this 
town had an eating cancer on his face which had de- 
stroyed his nose and was eating toward his eyes. As 
a last resort I put him on Swift’s Specific, and it has 
cured him sound and well. 

M. F. Crumuey, M. D., Oglethorpe, Ga. 

Swift’s Specific is entirely vegetable, and seems to 
cure cancers by forcing out the impurities from the 
blood. ‘l'reatise on Blood and Skin Diseases miuiled 
free. THe Swirt Speciric Co., Drawer 3, Atlanta, 
Ga., or 159 W. 23rd St., New York. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878, 
BAKER’S 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil hag been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more ecoaomi- 
cal: It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, casily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in in health. 








Sold by Grocers ev rocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass. 
A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE. 


Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, etc. 








O EvER luscious, toothsome Pumpkin-Pie! 
To thee a humble knee we meekly bend, 
And pray that Providence to us may lend 
A mouth and stomach equal to our eye, 
Which could devour infinitudes of thee, 
As there thou liest in such matchless state 
Upon the ancient browned and _ blackened 
plate, 
A work of art most rapturous to see. 
Thy dimpling surface, round as Luna’s orb, 
Is flecked with changing shades of mottled- 
brown 
Which defy e’en Titian’s glowing brush, 
And make of Tintoretto’s work a daub. 
‘Thou art of pies the king, with fitting crown 
Of pearly pastry lined with softest plush. 
— Boston Globe. 


“No, zir, I gannod drust you fur dot pants.” 

‘‘Why not, Mr. Grindstein ?” 

“ Pecause you never vill bay me.” 

“I know, but I’ve got a scheme by which 
you can make some money.” 

“Vat ish dot?” 

“You know Goldspeckel, your rival across 
the street ?”’ 

“Yes,” 

“Well, if I tell him you trusted me for a pair 
of pants, he’ll trust me for a coat and vest. 
Don’t you see? A coat and vest are worth five 
times as much as a pair of pants. You'll lose 
only four dollars while he is losing twenty 
dollars.” 

“Vel, on dose gonditions you gan have der 
bants.’’ — Chicago News. 





Carter’s Little Liver Pills are free from all crude and irritating 
matter. Concentrated medicine only; very small; very easy to 
take; no pain; no griping; no purging. 


The Highest Medical Authorities Concede Anglo- 
SWISS MILK FOOD to be the BEST prepared Food for Infants 
and Invalids. Ask Druggists, or write Anglo-Swiss Condensed 
Milk Co., 86 Hudson Str., New York, for their pamphlet, ‘‘ Notes 
Regarding Use of Anglo-Swiss Milk Food.” (See advertisement 
in last week’s Puck, . 


EDEN MUSEE.—3®, Went, 234, Street. 
Open from 11 toll. Sundays from 

1 toll. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 
—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in tlie Winter 


pang every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 
dren, 25 cents. 











CATARRH, BRONCHITIS, ASTHMA, 
i all ant Troubles can be cured by the Piilow-Inhaler. No stomach 
sn ig or douching. A radical and permanent cure. Send for 
par let and a Ea ry 8m Pittow-INaALER Co., 1520 Chestnut St., 
hiladelphia, Pa., or to 25 East 14th St., New York. 15 


S LEINWAY 


THE STANDARD PIANOS OF THE WORLD! 


Also Assortment of 
Second=Hand Steinway Crand, Square, and Upright 
Pianos, Slightly Used. 
OLD PIANOS TAKEN IN EXCHANGE. 


Warerooms: STEINWAY HALL, New York. 


HONO APHY OR PHONETIO SHORT-HAND. Catal f 
P#S one Gr itman, with alphabet and illustrations for beg ners 
sent on application. Address 

Phonographic Institute, Cincinnati, Ohio. 














“‘Most Reliable and Sim- 
\plest for plain os decor- 





Sold by all ' 
Druggists Stationers, News 


BS2 fo 


t has tO our rom to offer 
& yeara our package of our 
fe) rikmas eed Now 
s at cost, to introduce 
them direct to the people, enablin 

Ps them to buy direct and protec 
aes themselves from the home dealers’ 
extortion. This year we offer 21 Lar, "5° Imported Cards, 
on of Fringe Birthday, Christmas and New 
‘e@ar’s, assorted designs for only 18 cents, ~— to any person 
rearin this advertisement within 60 days. This eskage ood arily 
2,00 and will not be sent to dealers, Satisfaction guar- 
THE R. L. SPENCER CO., Importers, Hartford, Conn, 











Gend this ‘orHolidays,the largeNo. 1Giant 
adv. and an JUST OU Self-inker, yet = ipt outfit,for 
order of 85 Gl ANTEE! PRINTING P 281; outfit, ? 
and wesend SEL: RER ee z with ascript type 
0 outae yy Samak e cards and catal e, 6c. 
Cards extra C. EVANS, 50 N. Ninth St., Phil Pa. 








PR six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 

ped , of either sex, to more money 
gts t away than anything else in this 
wo me Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutelysure, At once address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 





DYKE’S BEARD ELIXIR 
Foross luxuriant Mustache, Whis- 
30° dayes "Wo njurys. Easily csad. 

'o injury. ¥ 
Beate the wo! 2 or Pke 





Siw. 00. P Package Le 
Sas, eeampece vrailter. L. ae L. Smit & €0., we nts, Poleting” “ile 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


Hidden Name, Embossed and New Chromo 
Cards, name in new type, an Elegant 48 page 
Gilt bound Floral Autograph Album with 
quotations, 12 page Illustrated Premium 
and Price List and Agent’s Canvassing Outfit 











alltorl5c. SNOW & CO., Meride™-Conn, 





[Continued.] 
CHAPTER II. 


wonderful and mysterious curative power 
is developed which is so varied in its opera- 
tions that no disease or i'l health can 
possibly exist or resist its power, and yet 
it is 

Harmless for the most frail woman, weak- 
est invalid or smallest child to use. 

“Patients 
** Almost dead or nearly dying ”’ 

For years, and given up by physicians of 
Bright’s and other kidney diseases, liver 
complaints, severe coughs called consump- 
tion, have been cured; 

Women gone nearly crazy! 

From agony of neuralgia, nervousness, 
wakefulness and various diseases peculiar 
to women. 

People drawn ou‘ of shape from excru- 
ciating pangs of Rheumatism. 

Inflammatory and chronic, or suffering 
from scrofula! 

Erysipelas ! 

Saltrheum, blood poisoning, dyspepsia, indiges- 
tion, and in fact almost all diseases frail 

Nature is heir to 

Have been cured by Hop Bitters, proof of which 
on} found in every neighborhood in the known 
world. 








An excellent appetizing tonic of — uisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyepe psia, Diarrh ea, Fever and A fe: ond all 
disorders of the Digestive Or rgans. A few drops imparts adh cious flavor 
to a glass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try {t, -nd 


beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or arise for - gent 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE ‘AGEN. 
51 BROADWAY. N. Y. 





CASSOMIA COMPANY (LIMITED) 
Corner 107th Street & Hexington Abenne. 


Importers direct of Spanish, French, German and Hungarian Wines, also 
Champagnes, Brandies and Cordials. Sold at lowest market prices. All 
goods guaranteed Pure. 





BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BiITTERS, 


AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New Yorke 





PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Sts., 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
The highly celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We also 
recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 


existence. 
aa AGENTS WANTED. <@a 


E=y_, RUPTURE! 


Positively cured in 60 days by Dr. Horne’s 
Electro-Magnetic Belt-Truss, combined. 
Guaranteed the only one in the world gene- 
rating a cont nuous L£éectric and Magnetic 
Current. Scientific, Powerful, Durable, 
Comfortable and Effective in curing Rup- 
ture. Price Reduced. 500 cured in 1883. Send for pamphlet. 
ELECTRO-MAGNETIC TRUSS CO., 191 Wabash Ave., Chicago. 
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SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 
The individual wearing it will not be conscious of its presence. 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 
Sold by Druggists. ("2 ery Bandage\ S. E.G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail safely. \ Guaranteed. ) Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 


= AWSON’S(,.3:%..)U. S. ARMY 
































HIgHES 
At 
Char 
ferment 


in the pr 
adult 
Th 

of the i 
edi 

refir 
unt 

Th 


3 


The. 
my spe 


receive 
Centen 
2a, eae ie 



























































ot Charged with gas. 
Notof 
Catawba flavor. 
Not flavored 


Higuest Grave. 
A natural 
Champagne 

fermented in the 





bottle. with 
Absolute purity Pineapple, Quince, 
Comparison or in any manner. 
will prove Not the wine 
Superiority of false 
over the foreign ostentation. 
Champagnes. No spirit 
The finest added. 
reliable No heedache 
Brand when 
in the present age 0° FREELY USED. 
adulteration. 
The wine F. W. LUTTGEN, 
of the intellectual, Sole 
educated, Agent, 
refined and 51 Warren Street, 
unbiassed. New York. 


The Balloon ‘‘ Eclipse” will make daily ascensions from the 
Exposition Grounds, New Orleans. 19 


D. A. MAYER, 


IMPORTER OF 


HUNGARIAN WINKS, 


526 Broadway, New York. 
. Large stock of fine 
Table and Desert Wines 
Tokajiand Ruszti Berg 
Neszmélyi, “Magyaradi, 
Somlyai and Budai-Ries- 
ling, White Wines, Egri, 
Villanyi, Karlovici, Bu- 
dai and Adlerberger, 
Clarets, Tokaji, $Ruszti 
and Ménesi Aszu, Hun- 
garian Sparkling Wines, 
Szilvalé, Térk6ly Min- 
eral Waters from the 
most Renowned Springs 
of Hungary. 
The attention of the medical faculty is drawn to the fact that 
my specialty, 
TOKAJI ASZU IMPERIAL, 


received the highest award for purity and peerless quality at the 
Centennial Exhibition. 


EXTRA NOTICE! 


50 cents will be paid at this 
office for Nos. 10 and 26 of 
English Puck. 











Pech. 








BROOKLYN “EAGLE” FLIGHTS. 





Singular that it should take a defeated can- 
didate a column and a half to explain why he 
was beaten, when his victorious opponent can 
tell in ten lines how he was elected. 

The Greely expedition cost the Government 
$762,996. We don’t want to appear parsi- 
monious and mean in these matters, but couldn’t 
it be arranged to starve a few men and freeze 
them to death a little nearer home and at less 
expense ? A Winter’s sojourn in a “‘spare room”? 
of a Michigan farm-house would accomplish 
the same result, and we’d learn just as much 
about the North Pole. 


It was just after the tiff. ‘I wonder,”’ snarled 
Romeo: “if we shall know each other in 
heaven.” 

‘I would remember you, of course,” replied 
Juliet, with tender emphasis: “but, of course, 
I couldn’t know you without meeting you.” 

And a period of silence as long as a centen- 
nial poem crept into the room. Romeo kept 
thinking about one thing and another and one 
thing and another and one thing and another. 
—Robert J. Burdette. 


“You want to aim very low when you are 
hunting the bison,” said the old hunter. “ How 
low??? asked the tenderfoot. “ Buffalo,’’ re- 
plied the old hunter, without a struggle. — Bur- 
lington Hawkeye. . 


, 





If the gentleman whose lips pressed the lady’s snowy brow and 
thus caught a severe cold had but used Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup, 
no doctor’s bill would have been necessary. 


BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


26 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK. 








AN INTERESTING VOLUME. 


PUCK’S 
CAMPAIGN SERIES. 





Those desiring to obtain the Campaicn Series oF Puck, [from 


April 16th to November roth, 


thirty-two copies, including the 


famous ‘ Tattooed Man” cartoons,] which covers one of the most 
notable and interesting political contests that has occurred in years, 
can procure same at this office, price $2.50, or any desired copy 
at 10 cents. “Puck's Campaign Series,” handsomely bound in cloth, 


$3.75; by mail, $4.25, 


No library or household is complete without this valuable and 
instructive chronicle of the Campaign of 1884. 


“PUCK’S CAMPAICN SERIES” 


will make an unusually attractive and _ suitable 


HOLIDAY GIFT. 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 


Nos. 21, 23 & 











25 Warren Street, 


New York. 





"eo f) ° i & Monité 
Bea geet, & C° New York & 2 











WHEN YOU DRINK 


CHAMPAGNE 


INSIST ON HAVING ONLY 


PIPER-HEIDSIECK. 


It is perfectly pure and contains only 9 **/.00°/. Of alcohol, 


witH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN SECURE A WHOLE 
Imperial Austrian Vienna City Bond, 


ISSUE OF 1874. 


These bonds are shares in a loan, the interest of which is paid out in 
premiums four times yearly. Every bond is entitled to 
FOUR DRAWINCS ANNUALLY, 
Until each and every bond is redeerred with a larger or emaller premium 
Every bond must draw one of the following premiums, as there are No 





BLANES. 
Premiums. Florins. Florins. 

@ 200,000 800 000 

4 @ 20,000 8,000 

4 @ 5,000 20 000 

20 @ 1,006 2,000 

48 @ 250 12,900 

5.120 @ 140 716,200 


Together 5.200 premiums, amounting to 1,648,800 Floriuns. The 
next redemption takes place on the 


SECOND OF JANUARY, 
And every. bond bought of us on or before the 2d of January is entitled to 
the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that date. 

Out-of-town orders sent in RecisteRep LETTERS, and inclosins $5, will 
secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. Balance payable in 
ye instalments. For orders, circulars, or any other information, ad- 
dress, 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CoO., 
160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874. 
6The above Government Bonds are not to be compared with any Lottery 


whatsoever, as lately decided by the Court of Appeals, and do not conflict 
with any of the Jaws of the United States. 


N.B.—In writing please state that you saw this in English Puck 
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nepotism 





Little Red Ridinghood; or, The Child Wolf-Tamer. 
A Thrilling Story of Life in the Woods. 


‘¢ Back, wretch!” cried the beautiful girl, as the wolf advanced upon her: 
‘« Dare to touch one morsel of my grandmother’s dinner, and I will call for help!” 








/ 
Jack the Giant-Killer; or, The Boy Terror of Bigville. / 
It was the work of a moment for the fearless boy to draw his, 
trusty six-shooter, and, grasping his bowie-knife in his teeth, to rush / 
upon the giant | Blunderbore. Quicker than lightning he seized the 
monster by the ankle, and with one herculean effort hurled him to, 
the ground. 
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Aladdin, the Boy Detective, and His Wonderful Lamp. 
‘¢ Ha, Jim Dalton, I have you at last!” cried Aladdin, remov- 
ing his large slouch-hat and false beard with one hand, and rub- 
bing his lamp with the other. The next instant an enormous geuii, 
Te ee nee appeared. 










Robinson Crusoe; or, The Cannibal’s Last Shot, 
A Tale of Blood. 

*¢ You can bet your life we’re on the track of the red devils 
at last, pard!” said Friday, pointing, as he spoke, to a foot-print 
in the sand, The next moment theré was a wild yell, and a 
band of cannibals, armed with Colt’s revolvers and Spring- 
field rifles was upon them. 
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} 
Sindbad the Pirate; or, The Buccanneer’s Revenge. 

Blue-Beard, the Turkish Jesse James. ‘ Die, red-handed miscreant!” cried the Old Man of the Sea, as with 

‘ jas one supreme effort he leaped upon the shoulders of Sindbad, and raising his 
m2. 4 ak toaale = es bn a prer pery glittering bowie-knife, buried it to the hilt in the heart of his ae Z0NP a 

PUCK’S REVISED LIBRARY OF “JUVENILE FICTION.” 
DESIGNED TO SUIT THE TASTE OF THE RISING GENERATION. 








